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She kne\v that when she went into his room
next day. They had had a long conversation and
Peter had said something about thinking that
Doreen wanted to get out of it. He was game,
he told Charles, Charles had arranged that he
should dine here first and come over before dinner*
and then they could go on to the dance. Hilda
Neale had heard him telephoning when she had
come into the room with fresh bandages for him.

Now she had no doubt about the future events
whatsoever.

" I did ask you not to," said Doreen in a little
rather piteous voice, when she knew of it.

4< Darling, I'm so much older than you are; won't
you sometimes let me judge for you?" he asked.
" I only want your happiness."

"I know."

But she felt utterly wretched about it. That
evening she got a note from Peter, sent over by
one of the maids from Mrs, Flowers', and she
knew that Hilda Neale knew whom it was from,
by the way that she came into the room with it
and the look in her eyes.

"I brought it up myself, in case it was im-
portant/'

"It won't be important," was the reply. She
spoke slowly, because she wanted to impress Miss
Neale.

When she had gone, Doreen opened the letter.
It was brief.

MY DEAR,

You see the gods are with us.   I don't
know how you felt, but I knew that wasn't fare-